The Birds Lamentati. 
e Birds Lamentation. 
When Birds could ſpeak, and Women they 75 
Had neither Good n #ad to ſay, 
The pretty Bl.. fill'd with pain, 
Did to each other thus complain. 
To the Tune of The Bird. catcher's Delight. 


h! ſays the Cuckoo loud and bout, | Dh! ſaps the Mater ⸗wag tail then 
J fipe the Countcy round about, | Fneer ſpall be my ſelf again, 
While other Birds mp young ones fgd, J loved one, but could not pꝛevall, 
And. I my [elf do ſtand in nad. | And this is the cauſe that J wag my Tal. 
Then ſaid the Sparrow on hir-Neff, Then did begin the chattering Swallow, 
A lov'd a. Laſs hut it was in jeſt, My Love the ig fled but J would not follow, 
And ever gute that ſelf ſame thing, And now upon the Chimney high 
F made a vow J ne'er would ung. Aung fozth my poo Melod z. 
Then laid the Black- bird as ſhe lled, Oh! ſays the Rok, and eke the Crow, 
Flaved one, but the is dead; The reaſon why in Black we go, 
And ever ſince my Love J do lack, It is becauſe we are fozſok, 


This is tze taule I mourn in black: , Tame plty us dooz Crow and Role. 


Ob! ſays the Owl that flies by Night, 
IJ bave quite loft my bearts delight, 
But fince my love is gone away, 
I never fp out in the day. 


Op! ſays the ſqueaking little Thꝛeſp, 

- myſe:rows now begin afreſh; | 
Foz my poo? Lover grows exceeding p2oud; 
and that is the cauſe that I ſqueal ſo loud. 


Ob! ſays the Robin Red-bzeaft, when 
pou do me ſee, conclude it then 
The cold hard Winter's dzawing nigh, 
' which mazes me towards the Pouſes fip- 


Ob ! ſays the pzetty Sie- Lark, J 
up to the Element ds fp; 

Floft my Love that caus'd my pain, 
and ſtrive to ung it away in vain. 


Ob! ſays the little Titty-mouſe, 
tn ſecret holes J keep mp Pouſe, 
Where mournfuily J do complain. 
and curſe my Lover's raſh disdain. 


Db! ſays the Bull finch mind mp moan, 
like my great. lots pou ne'er bad none; 

Then to my Lamentation beark, 
as J fit dingiug in the dark. 


Dh !ſays the Magppe what's the matter 
that you admire me when I chatter ? 
Jloſt my Love and deareft Mate, 

I think*ris then high time to pate 
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Db ! ſays the Jack daw Im perplext, 

J loft my Lobe, and am ſtrangely vert; 

And now Jam fozc*o to lodge in Straw 
moſt people till call me Jack-daww. 


b! fays the Gold-finch mind me welk, 
while my ſad ſtozp J do tell, 
It often puts me in a rage, 


to fee me penn'd up in a Cage. 


Ob k ſays the pzetty little Linnet, 

IJ loved well, but tbe duce was in it, 

| Foz Im fozſeok foz good and all, 
though el: in tain on bim I tall. 


Ob! ſazs the pzetty Nightingale, 

come liften a'while unto my Tale ;- 
While otter Birds ds fleep, Þ mommn, 
| leaning my Bzcaſt againſt a Thozn. 


When they had mourn?s thus every one, 
telling the cauſe thep made tuch mean; 


All of a ſudden away they flew, 


and ne?er ſo much as ſaid adieu. 


But I ſuppoſe to their Neſts they went, 
to fleepall nighr was their intent; 


| But when the mozning came again, 


then they began fog to complain. 
FINIS. 
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